BEAUTY                     in
a soi-disant sensible man may see these words
and think that I am a sad sentimentalist.' I can-
not help it; it is what I believe; nay, I will go
further, and say that a man who does not wish
to do these things is shutting one of the doors
of his spirit, a door through which many sweet
and true things come in. " Consider the lilies
of the field " said long ago One whom we profess
to follow as our guide and Master.- Afid a quiet
receptiveness, an openness of eye, a simple readi-
ness to take in these gentle impressions is, I
believe with all my heart, of the essence of true
wisdom. We have all of us our work to do in
the world; but we have our lesson to learn as
well. The man with the muck-rake in the old
parable, who raked together the straws and the
dust of the street, was faithful enough if he was
set to do that lowly work ; but had he only cared
to look up, had he only had a moment's leisure,
he would have seen that the celestial crown hung
close above his head, and within reach of his
forgetful hand.
There is a well-known passage in a brilliant
modern satire, where a trenchant satirist declares
that he has tracked all human emotions to their
lair, and has discovered that they all consist of